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SYNOPSIS.
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CHAPTER I—Barton Baynes, orphan,
is taken to live with his uncle, Peabody
Baynes, and his Aunt Deel on & farm on
Rattleroad in a nelghborhood called Lick-
{tysplit, about the year 1826, Barton meets
gally elberg, about his own age, but
socially of a class above the Bayneses,
and is fascinated by the pretty face
and fine clothes.

CHAPTER II—Barton mests Roving
Kate, known In the neighborhood as the
“#gilent Woman.” Amos G W, young

® of the richest man in the township,
ﬁ a visitor at+the Baynes home, and
fioving Kate tells the fortunes of the two
boys, predicting a bright future for Bar-
ton and death on the gallows for Amos,

proved for an act of boyish mischief
rton runs away, intending to make his
ome with the Dunkelbergs. He reaches

e village of Canton and falls into =

eep of exhaustion on a porch. Therse
he is found by Bilas Wright, Jr., promi-
nent man in public affairs, who, kno
Peabody Baynes, takes Barton hcme af-
ter buying him new clothes.

CHAPTER ITI—Barton and his uncle
d aunt visit Canton and hear Silas
%ﬂght read a sermon.

CHAPTER JIV—Silas Wright evinces
o mugniines 1o e Panes
f books and m es to a es
?lome. The election of Silas Wright to
the United States senate iz announced.

CHAPTER V—When Barfon Is twelve
years old he becomes aware of the ex-
{stence of a wonderful and mysterious
ower known as “Money,” and learns
Eow, through his possession of that won-
derful thing Grimshaw is the most power-
ful and greatly dreaded man in the com-
munity, most of the gettlers being in his
debt. After a visit to the Baynes home
Mr. Wright leaves a note In a sealed en-
velope, which Barton i{s to read on the
first night when he leaves home to at-
tend school.

CHAPTER VI—Barfon is asked to
drive a load to mill, arrives safely, but
in & snowstorm, unable to see the road,
the horses get into the ditch and a
wheel of the wagén is broken. Uncle
Peabody manages to get together
enough to satisfy Grimshaw and obtain
an extension.

CHAPTER VII-Now_ in his sixteenth
year Barton accom es “Mr. Purvis,”
the hired man, to e postoffice at Can-
ton. On the way they meet a rider, and
the three journey together. They are
bheld up by 2 man with a gun, who makes
the highwayman’s demand of *Your
money or your life.”” Purvis runs away,
while the stranger draws & pistol, but be-
fore he can use it the robber shoots and
kills him. Barton's horse throws him
and runs away. As the murderer bends
over the stranger Barton throws & stone
which he observes wounds the thief, who
makes off at once, but not until Barton
had noted that his gun stock was broken
in a peculiar manner. Search of the
neighborhood for the robber is unavaliling
&nd the stranger is buried.

CHAPTER VL

My Second Peril.
One day Mr. Grimshaw came oul
They

in the field to see my uncle,
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One Day Mr. Grimshaw Came Qut ir
the Field to See My Uncle.

walked away to the shade of a tres
while the hired man and I went or
with the hoeing. I could hear the
'barsh voice of the money-lendel
speaking in loud and angry tones anc
Presently he went away.

“What's the rip?’ I asked as m)
uncle returned looking very sober.

“We won't talk about it now,” he¢
answered.

In the ecandle-light of the
Uncle Peabody said:

“Grimshaw has demanded his mort
gage money an’ he wants it in gol¢
coin. We'll have to git it some way
I dunno how.”

“W'y of all things!” my aunt ex
claimed, “How are we gzoin’ to gi
all that money—these hard times¥—
ayes! I’'d like to know?”

“*Well, I can't tell ye,” said Ubpecli
Peahndy. “1 guess he can't forglw
g8 for savin' Rodoey Barnes.”

evening

“What did he say?” I asked.

“Why, he says we hadn’t nc busie
ness to hire a man te help us. He
8ays you an’ me ought to do all the
Work here., He thinks I ought to took
you out o' school long ago.”

“I can stay out o’ school and keep
on with my lessons,” I said.

“Not an’ please him. He was mad
When he see ye with a book in yer
band out there in the corn-field.”

What were we to do now? I spent
the first sad night of my life undoing
the plans which had been so dear to
me but not so dear as my aunt and
uncle. I decided to give all my life
and strength to the saving of the
farm. I would still try to be great,
but not as great as the Senator.

One day in December of that year,
I had my first trial in the full respon-
@bflity of man’s work. I was sllowed
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go to the mill without assistance. My
uncle and Purvis, our hired man, were
busy with the chopping and we were
out of flour and meal. It took a lot
of them to keep the axes going. So
I filled two sacks with ‘corn and two
with wheat and put them into the
box wagon, for the ground was bare,
and hitched up my horses and set out.

I reached the mill safely and be-
fore the grain whs ground the earth
and the sky above were white with

wind out of the northwest. I loaded
my grists and covered them with a
blanket and hurried away. The snow

me. There were times when I could
scarcely see the road or the horses,
The wind came colder and soon it
was hard work to hold the reins and
Eeep my hands from freezing.
Suddenly the wheels began jumping
over rocks, The horses were in the
ditch. I knew what was the matter,
for my eyes had been filling with snow
and I had had to brush them often. Of
course the team had suffered in a like
manner. Before I could stop I heard
the crack of a felly and a front wheel
dropped fo its hub. I checked the

BEnow was up to my knees then.

wheel smote me!
heavy wagon, and we having to pay
the mortgage! What would my uncle
say? The query brought tears to my
eyes.

I unhitched and led my horses up
into the cover of the pines. How grate-
ful it seemed, for the wind was slack
below but howling in the treetops! I
knew that I was four miles from home
and knew not how I was to get there.

with my flint and tinder.
I could mount one of the horses and
lead the other and reach home prob-
ably. But there was the grist. We
needed that; I knew that we should

It would get wet from above and be-
low if I tried to ecarry it on the back
of a horse. I warmed myself by the
fire and hitched my team near it so as
to thaw the frost out of their forelocks
and eyebrows.

everybody carried nails in one pocket
in these days—and I remember that
my uncle's pockets were a museum of
bolts and nuts and screws and wash-
ers.

The idea occurred to me that I would
make a kind of sled which was called
& jumper.

So I got my ax out of the wagon
and soon found a couple of small trees
with the right crook for the forward
end of a runner, and cut them and

hewed their bottoms as smoothly as

I could. Then I made notches in them
near the top of their crooks and fitted
a stout stick into the notches and se-

head. Thus I got a hold for my evener.
That done, I chopped and hewed an
arch to cross the middle of the run-
ners and hold them apart and used
all my nalls to secure and brace it
I got the two boards which were fas-
tened together and constituted my
wagon seat and laid them over the
arch and front brace. How to make
them fast was my worst problem. 1
succeeded in splitting a green stick
to hold the bolt of the evener just un-
der its head while I heated its lpower
end in the fire and kept its head cool
with snow. With this I burnt a hole
in the end of each board and fastened
them to the front brace with withes of
moosewood.

It was late in the day and there was
no time for the slow process of burn-
ing more holes, so I notched the other
ends of the boards and lashed them to
the rear brace with a length of my
reins. Then I retempered my bolt and
brought up the grist and chain and
fastened the latter between the boards
in the middle of the {front brace,
hitched my team to the chain and set
out again, sitting on the bags.

It was pitech dark and the horses
wading to their bellies and the snow
coming faster when we turned into
Rattleroad. Soon I heard a loud hal-
loo and knew that it was the voice of
Uncle Peabody. He had started out

to meet me in the storm and Shep was |

with him.
“Thank God I've found ye!” he
shouted. “I'm blind and tired out and

» 1 in’ save
I couldn’t keep a lantern goin’ to sa | tired and the s ger and X weve ol

me. Are ye froze?”

awful tired. Had to let "em rest every
few minutes.”

I told him about the wagon—and
how it relieved me to hear him say:

“As long as you're all right, boy, 1
ain't goin’ to worry 'bout the ol’ wag-
on—not a bit. Where'd ye git yer
jumper?”

nails,” I answered.
After we got to the barn door at last

he went to the house and lighted his
lantern and came back with it wrapped
in a blanket and Aunt Deel came with
him.,

How proud it made me to hear him
say:

‘S:Deel. our boy is a man now—made
this jumper =all ’lone by himself an’
has got through all right.”

She came and held the lantern up
to my face and looked at my hands.

“Well, my stars, Bart!” she ex-
claimed in a moment. “I thought ye
would freeze up solid—ayes—poor
boy !” i

snow driving down in a cold, stiff|.

came so fast that it almost blinded |.

horses and jumped out and went to |,
their heads and cleared their eyes. The |:

How the thought of that broken|’
It was our only|.

have to go hungry without the grist. |

cured it with nails driven by the ax-

“Pm all right, but these horses are

“Made it with the ax and some,

' me in a clump of small popples by the

We carried the grist in and Aunt

and of the hearts of those who loved
me! How I enjoyed the pudding and
milk and bread and butter!

“] guess you've gone through the
gscond peril that ol’ Kate spoke of,”
said Aunt Deel as I went upstairs.
| TUnecle Peabody went out to look at
the horses. .

When I awoke in the morning I ob-
gserved that Uncle Peabody’s bed had
not been slept in. I hurried down and
heard that our off horse had died in
the night of colic. Aunt Deel was cry-
ing. As he saw me Uncle Peabody
began to dance a jig in the middle
of the floor.

Deel made some pudding. How good]
it was to feel the warmth of the ﬁre'r

| *“Bglance yer pariners!” he shouted.
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Jith holes cut oppoeite his eyes. Hs

| “Never,” I answered.
! “That's the talk! If nec’sary we
hitch Purvis up with t'other hoss an’
git our haulin’ done.”" _

i He and Purvis roared with laughter
and the strength of the current swept
me along with them.

“We're the luckiest folks in the
world, anyway,” Uncle Peabody went
‘on. “Bart’s alive an’ there’s three feet
© snow on the level an’ more comin'
an’ it’s colder'n Greenland.”

It was such a bitter day that we
‘worked only three hours and came
back to the house and played OIld
Sledge by the fireside.

Rodney Barnes came over that after

noon and said that he would lend us
a horse for the hauling.
\ We had good sleighing after that
and got our bark and salts to market
and earned $98. But while we got our
pay in paper “bank money,” we had
to pay our debts in wheat, salts or
corn, so that our earnings really
amounted to only $62.50, my uncle
sald. We gave the balance and ten
bushels of wheat to Mr. Grimshaw for
8 spavined horse, after which he
agreed to give us at least a year's ex
tension on the principal.

We felt easy then.

L

CHAPTER VIL. 7
g AN == .
My Third Peril.

“Mr. Purvis” took his pay in salts
and stayed with us until my first great
adventure cut him off. It came oné
July day when I was in my sixteenth
year. He behaved badly, and I, as any
normal boy would have done who had
had my schooling in the candle light.
We had kept Grimshaw from our doot
by paying interest and the sum of $8(
on the principal. It had been hard

work to live comfortably and carry the

Chilled to the bone, I gathered some | purden of debt. Again Grimshaw had
pitch pine and soon had a fire golng pegun to press us.

I knew that |

My uncle wanted
to get his paper and learn, if possible,
when the senator was expected in
Canton.

So he gave me permission to ride
with Purvis to the post office—a dis-
tance of three miles—to get the mail.
Purvis rode in our only saddle and 1
bareback, on a handsome white filly
which my uncle had given me soon
after she was foaled. I had fed and

| petted and broken and groomed her
I feit in my coat pock-|

ets and found a handful of nails—!

and she had grown so fond of me that
my whistled call would bring her gal-
loping from the remotest reaches of
the pasture. I had named her Sally
because that was the only name which
seemed to express my fondness.
“Mr, Purvis” was not an experienced
rider. My filly led him at a swift gal-
lop over the hills, and I heard many

| a muttered complaint behind me, but

she liked a free head when we took
the road together, and I let her have
her way.

Coming back we fell in with another
rider who had been resting at Seaver’s
little tavern through the heat of the

N
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A Gun Went Off in the Edge of the
Bushes Close By.

day. He was a traveler on his way
to Canter and had missed the rigit
trall and wandered far afield. He had
& big military saddle with bags and

sniny brass trimmings and a pistol ig
a holster, a!l of which appealed to my

eye and interest. The filly was a little

ing abreast at a walk while Purvis
trailed behind us.

We heard a quick stir in the bushes
by the roadside.

“What's that?” Purvis demanded in
a half-whisper of excitement. We
stopped.

Then promptly a voice—a volce
which I did not recognize—broke the
silence with these menacing words,
sharply spoken:

“Your money or your life!”

“Mr. Purvis” whirled his horse and
glashed him up the hill. Glancing
backward, I saw him lose a stirrup and
fall and pick himself up and run as
if his life depended on It. I saw the
stranger draw his pistol. A gun went
off in the edge of the bushes close by.
The flash of fire from its muzzle
leaped at the stranger. The horses
reared and plunged and mine threw

roadside and dashed down the hill

My fall on the stony siding had
stunned me and I lay for three or four
seconds, as nearly as I can estimate it,
in a strange and peaceful dream. Why
did I dream of Amos Grimshaw com-
ing to visit me again, and why, above
all, should it have seemed to me that
enough things were said and done in
that little flash of a dream to fill a
whole day—enough of talk and play
and going and coming, the whole end
ing with a talk on the haymow? Again
and again I hare wondered about that
dream. I came to and lifted my heat
and my consclousness swung back upon
the track of memory and took up the
thread of the day, the briefest remove
from where it had broken.

I peered through the bushes. The
light was unchanged. I could see
quite clearly. The horses were gene
It was very still. The stranger lay
helpless in the road and a figure was
bending over him. It was a man with|

I learned later, that I had ridden away.

His gun lay beside him, its stock
toward me. I observed that a piece
of wood had been split off the lower
side of the stock. I jumped to my feel
and seized a stone to hurl at him As
I did so:the robber fled with gun in
hand. If the gun had been loaded ]
suppose that this ll_ttle history would
never have been written. Quickly 1]
hurled the stone at the robber. I re
member it was a smallish stone aboul
the size of a hen’s egg. I saw it graze
the side of his head. ¥ saw his hand
touch the place which the stone had
grazed. He reeled and nearly fell and
recovered himself and ran on, but the
little stone had put the mark of Cain
upon him.

The stranger lay still in the road
I lifted his head and dropped it quick:
ly with a strange sickness. The feel
of it and the way It fell back upon the
ground when I let go scared me, for ]
knew that he was dead. 'The dusi
around him was wet. I ran down the
hill a ffew steps and stopped and
whistled to my filly. I could hear her
answering whinny far down the dusty
road and then her hoofs as she gal
loped toward me. She came within a
few feet of me and stood snorting. 1
caught and mounted her and rode to
the nearest house for help. On the
way I saw why she had stopped. A
number of horses were feeding on the
roadside near the log house where An-
drew Crampton lived. Apdrew had
just unloaded some hay and was back
ing out of his barn. I hitched my
filly and jumped on the rack saying:

%Drive up the road as quick as you
can. A man has been murdered.”

What a fearful word it was that 1
had spoken! What a panie it made in
the little dooryard! The man gasped
and jerked the reins and shouted to
his horses and began swearing. The
woman uttered a little scream and the
children ran crying to her side.

The physical facts which are further
related to this tragedy are of little
moment to me now. The stranger was
dead and we took his body to our home
and my uncle set out for the constable.
Over and over again that night I told
the story of the shooting, We went to
the scene of the tragedy with lanterns
and fenced it off and put some men
on guard there.

In the morning they found the rob-
ber’s footprints im the damp dirt of
the road and measured them. The
whole countryside was afire with ex-
citement and searching the woods and
fields for the highwayman.

The stranger was buried. There was
nothing upon him to indicate his name
or residence. Weeks passed with no
news of the man who had slain him. I
had told of the gun with a piece of
wood broken out of its stock, but no
one knew of any such weapon in or
near Lickitysplit. :

One day Uncle Peabody and I drove
up to Grimshaw’s to make a payment
of money. I remember it was gold
and silver which we ecarried in a little
sack. 1 asked where Amos was and
Mrs. Grimshaw—a timid, tired-looking,
bony little woman who was never seen
outside of her own house—said that
he was working out on the farm of a
Mr. Beekman near Plattshurg. He had
gone over on the stage late in June
to hire out for the haying. I observed
that my uncle looked very thoughtful
as we rode back home and had little
to say.

“You never had any idee who that
robber was, did ye?’ he asked by and

]

by.

“No—I could not see plain—it was
so dusk,” I said.

The swift words, “Your money or
vour life,” came out of my memory
and rang in it. I felt its likeness to
the =sc.ading demands of Mr. Griin-
ghaw, who was forever saying In ef
fect:

“Your money or your home

That was like demanding our lives,
becauvse we couldn’t live without cur
home., Our all was in it. Mr. Grim-
shaw's gun was the power he had over
us, and what a terrible weapon it
was! 1 credit him with never realiz-
ing how terrible.

We came to the sandhills and then
Uncle Peabody broke the silence by
saying:

“I wounldn't give fifty cents for as'
much o' this land as a bird could fiy
| around in a day.”

Then for a long time I heard only
the sound of feet and wheels mufiled
in the sand, while my uncle sat look-
ing thoughtfully at the siding. When
I spoke to him he seemed not to hear
me.

Before we reached home I Eknew
what was in his mind, but neither
dared speak of it.

People came from Canton and all
the neighboring villages to see and talk
with me, and among them were the|
Dunkelbergs. Unfounded tales of my
bravery had gone abroad.

Sally seemed to be very glad to see
me. We walked down to the brook
and up into the maple grove and back
through the meadows,

The beauty of that perfect day was
upon her. I remember that her dress
was like the color of its fireweed blos-
soms and that the blue of its sky was
in her eyes and the yellow of the sun-
light in her hair and the red of itai
clover in her cheeks. I remember how
the August breezes played with her
hair, flinging its golden curving strands |
abouz her neck and shoulders so that
it touched my face, now and then, aai
we walked! Somehow the rustle of!
‘her dress started a strange vibratioul'
in my spirit. I put my arm around her |
waist and she put her arm around
mine as we ran along. A curious reel-[
ing came over me. I stopped and
loosed my arm. I

“It's very warm!” I said as I picked
a stalk of fireweed.

What was there about the girl which
80 thrilled me with happiness?

She turned away and felt the rib-!
bon by which her hair was gathered
at the back of her head.

After a moment of silence I ven-
tured:

“T guess you've never fallen in love.”
“-Yﬁ, I h&Ve.” ’ -
“Who with?”

“I don't think I dare tell you,” she
answered, slowly, looking down as she
walked.

“I'll tell you who I love if you wish,”
I gaid. :

Yon |

ghe didn’t.
We stopped and listened to the song

ever?”

=

RS ..
of a bird—I do not remember whal
bird it was—and then she whispered;

“Will you love me always and for
ever?”

“Yes,” I answered in the careless
way of youth.

She stopped and looked into my eyes
and I looked into hers.

“May I kiss you?” I asked, and
afraid, with cheeks burning.

She turned' away and answered: *]
guess you can if you want to.”

Now I seem to be in Aladdin’s towel
and to see her standing so red and
graceful and innocent in the sunlight
and that strange fire kindled by om
kisses warms my blood again. .

That night T heard a whispered con:
ference below after I had gone up
stairs. I knew that something was
coming and wondered what it mighi
be. Soon Uncle Peabody came up fc

I sat, half undressed and rather fear
ful, looking into his face. As I think

I think that he felt it, for I remembel
that his whisper trembled a little as he
began to tell me why men are strong
and women are beautiful and given ic
marriage.

“You'll be falling in love one ©
these days,” he said. “It's natural ye
should. You remember Rovin® Kate?
he asked by and by.

“Yes,” I answered.

“Some day when you're a little olden
I'll tell ye her story an' you'll se¢
what happens when men an’ womer
break the law o0 God. Here's Mr
Wright's letter. Aunt Deel asked me
to give it to you to keep. You're ol¢
enough now an’ you'll be goin' away i«
school before long, I guess.”

I took the letter and read ngain &y
superscription on its envelc

“To Master Barton Baynes?
(To be opened when he leaves home
to go to school).”

I put it away in the pine box with
leather hinges on its cover which
Uncle Peabody had made for me and
wondered again what it was all about,
and again that night I broke camp
and moved further into the world over
the silent trails of knowledge.

Uncle Peabody went away for a few
days after the harvesting. He had

e

our little room looking highly serious |

of the immaculate soul of the boy, 1.
feel a touch of pathos in that scene

returned one afternoon in a buggy
with the great Michael Hacket of the
Canton academy. Hacket was a big,
brawny, red-haired, kindly Irishman
with a merry heart and tongue, the
latter having a touch of the brogue of
the green isle which he had never seen,
for he had been born in Massachusetts
and had got his education in Harvard.
He was then a man of forty.

“You're coming to me this fall,” he
said as he put his hand on my arm and
gave me a little shake. “Lad! you've
got a pair of shoulders! Ye shall live
in my house an’ help with the chores
if ye wish to.”

“That’ll be grand,” sald Uncle Pea-
body, but, as to myself, just then, I
Enew not what to think of it.

FTEND OF BOOK ONE.]l
TO BE CONTINUED.NEXT WEEK
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Nﬁﬁ;li Horse Exchange

808 _Union Street, Norfolk, Va.

AUCTION SALES

EVERY TUESDAY
EVERY FRIDAY

We have every sale day 200
head of Southern horses and

mules. Every horse and mule
guaranteed as represented at
sale or money refunded. If
you have anything to sell we
will be giad to handle same

fOl‘ you.
Don’'t Fail to Attend Our Sales.

|TUESDAYS AND FRIDAYS

g—

Norfolk, Virginia
Thoroly Renovated Since February

Now Operated By
Dodson Hotel Corp.

COUNTRY PEOPLE

Are cordially invited to

make the

ALKRAMA-THEATRE

headquarters while in town
Saturday afternoons. Leave
your bundles at our office;
use our phone. And if you
want to see a good show,
we run a specially good one

every Saturday afternoon.

ALKRAMA THEATRE

]
A Cool One.

"] worry o0 over your shortcoinings
that my dresses no longer flt me
“Yes, mum,” said the cook. “Then I
suppose you wouldn’'t mind giving me
one or two?’—Louisville Courier-Jour-
nal, :

The Razor in Civilization.

Busts of the Caesars show them fto
have been clean-shaven. Men in the
eighteenth century relied still further
on the barber’s art, for they shaved
their heads as well. Hogarth has
painted a beau of this period who by
some chance had his wig removed,
which gives him the look of an elderly
baby. The uncouth appearance of the
barbarians, which shocked the Romans,
was due a good deal to the neglect of
these wild men to dress their hair.

o
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Small Things Once Precious.

In the reign of Henry VIII, a needle
was so valuable a thing that an Eng-
lish comedy was written about the loss
of one. In the reign of Queen Eliza-
beth, a pair of gloves were held to be
a fitting gift for the sovereign. Henry
IV of France, a poor and a frugak
monarch, committed one extravagance,
which was commented upon by the
court and noted down in Sully’'s me-
moirs. He used as many handker-
chiefs as he required when he had &
cold in his head. s

—

The only genuine

ROYSTER’S
FERTILIZER

When you are told that any fertili-
zer is “as good as Royster’s” re-
member this:

is distinguished by the trade mark

TRADE MARK

LS
-
® e ®

REGISTERED,

Look for it on every sack

F.S. ROYSTER GUANO COMPANY

Norfolk, Va.
N. C. Columbia, S.
Coiumbus, Ga.

Richmond, Va.

C. Spartanburg, S. C.

/
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Tarboro, N. C. Charlotte, N. C. Washington,
Atlanta, Ga.
Montgomery, Ala. Baltimore, Md.

Macon, Ga.
Toledo, Ohio.
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